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lost. Nothing could equal our fears but our sickness, which perhaps lessened them: at last we got into Calais, where the inexorable custom-house officers took away half the few things which we had carried with us. We hired some chaises, which proved to be old and shattered ones, and broke down with us at least every ten miles. Twice we were overturned, and some of us hurt, though there are no bad roads in France. At length, the sixth day, we got to Paris, where our banker had provided a very good lodging for us; that is, very good rooms, very well furnished, and very dirty. Here the great scene opens. My wife and daughter, who had been a good deal disheartened by our distresses, recovered their spirits, and grew extremely impatient for a consultation of the necessary trades-people; when luckily our banker and his lady, informed of our arrival, came to make us a visit. He graciously brought me five thousand livres, which he assured me was not more than what would be necessary for our first setting out, as he called it; while his wife was pointing out to mine the most compendious method of spending three times as much. I told him, that I hoped that sum would be very near sufficient for the whole time; to which he answered coolly, " No, sir, nor " six times that sum, if you propose, as to be sure you " do, to appear here honnStement." This, I confess, startled me a good deal; and I called out to my wife, "Do you hear that, child?" She replied, unmoved, " Yes, my dear, but now that we are here, there is no "help for it; it is but once, upon an extraordinary " occasion, and one would not care to appear among "strangers like scrubs." I made no answer to this solid reasoning, but resolved within myself to shorten